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situated this Simlasu house. As usual, he used to
go and have his exercise and bath in the Ganges.
But one day, having swum across it and having
jumped into its current from a high rock, he had
hurt his knee, and so for some days previous to this
fateful day of Dewali, he was having his bath with
the Ganges water brought up to him. On the
Dewali day, he again thought of bathing in the
river. The last para in pencil was written and
laid aside and he went down. He never came up,
for he went into the river in breast-deep waters,
and as was his wont, closing his nostrils with his
fingers, he plunged under the surface of the waters.
It seems he lost his foothold. Weak and exhausted
physically as he was, by his abstinence from solid
food for months and by the painful knee, he could
not swim up nor hold his own, especially as he got
into a whirl of waters there under the surface* It
was after some time that he rose to the surface, and he
was seen putting out a little struggle, b^t it was soon
over. His body floated down the river, as if he died,
just as he struggled up to the surface by the veagr
exertion.
The paragraph in pencil wh$n translated ri&te

O Death ! Take away this body if you please ! I mre
not   I have enough of bodies to use.   I can
Sivine silver threads, the tteamfc of Ibe mooa,
I oan ream as a divide minstrel^ :i
hilly streams and mountais
waves of the sea, I am the
I am the mud

*

